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LETTER 
Sir William Waller 


At ROTERDAM, 


|ITUSOATES 


In LONDON: 
Intercepted at Dover, and publiſh'd for general ſatisfattion. 


0 Titus ! 


JO O dreadful are my apprehenſions of the Evils impendent over our God- 
, ly Party, and fo lively the dire and unexpetted EX, not only of Ste- 
phen at Ofon, of Ruſſel in the face of his Gor gps and the ungrateful 
City, of ſex in the Tower, of Walcot, Reuſe, Hone, &c. at Tyburn , bur 
alſo of that Honourable Martyr for the Cauſe, the Lord Liſle, amidft his 
Guards, in a SanCtuary like this for any in our Circumſtances : that I muſt 
ſummon up all my Spirits, to dare as much as to boe-peep in crepuſculis 
to take a, mouthful of Air, leſt ſome wicked and ſanguinary Tory make an 
Aſſault upon my Microcoſm, and diſpatch me by a ſhorter cur than Hol- 
bourn to the Embraces of our once Sovereign Guide Toney. I was once 
the little Man of God, and in the ſame proportion too as your Deforſhip 
was the Preſerver of three Nations , yet conſider, I was a Member of the 
luguſt Senate ; aud beſides, in Commiſſion of the Peace. which qualified me, 
for ferreting out of their holes thoſe Bugbear Jeſuits, whole deaths you". 

* ſigned and fealed with a Book-buſs. That Golden-age, thoſe Halcyon-days 
are eflux'd and gone, the Sanbedrim diflolv'd, my Parchment crack'd, and 
eeming Sanftity derided. And, as a Concomitant to ſo many ſetting Suns, I 

ve loſt all opportunities of ſeizing Silver Cups for Chalices, Bracelets 
ff Pearl for Beads; Broad-pieces of Gold for Crucifixes, and embroider'd 
oats for Popilſh Veſtments, I am now reduc'd to the loweſt Ebb that 
e moſt horrid Conſternation, Deſpair and Confuſion can jointly plunge 
eto, being among ſuch Hogen Mogens as hate my Perſon as much as 
ey love my Principles. I am far trom the kind and melting Siſterhood, 
whoſe zealous Bodkins and Thimbles ar this dead. lifr might {npporrt a fink- 
ing Champion for che Cauſe. The Fumes of Brandy, and Funk of rotten 
beeſe, axe my inſeparable Companions, roo nauſeous ro my delicate ſen- | 
tes, us'd co cleanly bolling Taverns, and ſweet-ſcented Aſſoctators. 
Is our Idol Perkin fled, and his Brother ſterling, rogether with their 
{rmſftrong Companidn ? Woe and alas ! Inever had detter hopes of the 
 produ&t 


- 


product of ſuch projefting Brains. What ſanifed Vault conceals ther 
from the Linx-ey'd Tories ? Sure they are got where the two (Forty-Fay 
Field-pieces were found, nor under the Groaning- Board in the plentiful She 
riffal Kitchen, nor at Toney's late Lodgings at Wapping : I rather beliey 
them in ſome other cunning and yet unſought-for place, waiting the iſh 
of another abortive Attempr, which will period tir hopes amd fears i 

a ſtring, or otherwiſe, at the (now) unhallowed hands of Eſq, Ketch. 

O dear Titus ! (and dear thou haſt coſt me, God knows) how bour 
tiful was my Largeſs from che moſt Indulgent and moſt Merciful « 
Kings ? until by the Sedrtious Suſwrrations convey'd from our Alderſgat 
Apollothrough your perqurious Organs, I (well'd with the Aſſociation, an 
was ready to burſt, like the Cumean Sybil when moſt pregnant with thi 
Delphick Oracle ; which co-operating with my Fathers Blood, running j 
my. Veins, (which never has its Circulation, bur-when the Body is exer 
cis'd in Rebellion) from the Zenith of ſoaring Ambition, I am throw 
to this Hell of Deſpatr. | | 

The Cauſe is loſt, being diſmantl'd of that Shrowd of imaginary Fea 
of Popery and Slavery, wherewith we deceived the vulgar eye. Our drif 
is apparent ; and P wonder, our methods being the ſame with Forty-Ont 
And what perſons fo ſtupid, but muſt think the ſame Cayſes mi produd 


the ſame Eſſefs ? But, alas! we pinn'd the ſuccels of our efforts npat 
the alluring Bait wherewith'wwe hook'd the unthinking Multititde, who 
craving Stomachs are evermore for change :. But now, having ſlept upot 


the matter, and with their dull Opticks ſeeing through our thin Attifice, | 
am afraid your Salamancaſhip, together with the reſt of our leading fel 
low-Labourers, ate in great danger of having the torrent of the Mobil 
turn upon you in ſo impetuous and rapid a manner, that all the ſpiritua] 
and {ancified Pulings of our Non-con. Holders. forth ſhall not ayail co pro- 
rect you from being a Juſt and Propitiatory Oblation co their Fury. | 
Our impoſitions upon the People have been Rrange, whereas our De: 
fign centr'd in their utter Ruine mediately in the aſhes of the Government 
Recommend me in the Bowels of Compaſſion to your Suditory, if 
any you have: I know their Community muſt be made up of the Brandy- 
men and broken Taylors of St. Giles in the Fields, and others my Quondan 
fellow Prieſt-hunters. Repreſent my deplorable Caſe to our Elders in 
Tribulation, and out of Tribulation , the effects of whoſe Prayers I wiſh 
may be the remicting me ſome hallowed or unhallowed Caſh, no great 
matter (in times of Perſecution) ſo I have it. Let their Supplications be 
never diſcontinued for the Relurrection,of the buried Cauſe, and for the 
Proſperity of the zealous Bearers, who would tather bring it from, than 
carry it to its Grave. Put thern in mind, inſtead of Halelujah's to the Deity, 
to ting wich one voice their more beloved Anthem, And if the Laird plea- 
ſes, a Waler, a Waler, &c. "21 > Pb 
Oman oO£ Tron Bid Aboſy, 
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